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PREFATORY  NOTE 


These  poems  received  the  seventh  award  of  the  Emily  Chamber- 
lain Cook  Prize  offered  by  Professor  Albert  Stanburrough  Cook  of 
Yale  University  to  the  University  of  California  for  the  best  unpub- 
lished verse.  The  committee  of  award  consisted  of  Professor  M.  C. 
Flaherty  of  the  University  of  California,  Mr.  Porter  Garnett  of 
Berkeley  and  Mr.  Witter  Bynner. 


THE  SOWER 


I  hold  pollen  of  dawn 
In  my  hand, 
"With  it  I  sow  the  night ; 
Over  the  mountain 
Spring  the  first  pale  blades 
Of  the  new  day. 


[5] 


SUNSET 


A  red  sun  slips  into  a  blue  sea, 
And  down  below  me 
Clouds  take  fire. 

Twilight  like  smoke  ascending  soon 
Blots  out  the  purple  hills; 
Up  from  the  funeral  pyre 
Flies  the  curled,  burning  cinder 
Of  the  moon. 


[6] 


THE  LIGHTS 


The  sun  is  a  luminous  shield 
Borne  up  the  blue  path 
By  a  god; 

The  moon  is  the  torch 

Of  an  old  man 

Who  stumbles  over  stars. 


[7] 


INDIAN  PRAYER 


One  sunset  hour 
Wrapped  in  sacrificial  fire, 
Then  I  shall  enter  Thee, 
Spirit  of  all  sands, 
And  Thy  night 
Will  cool  my  small  desire 
To  be  among  my  kinsmen. 


[8] 


A  SONG 


I  cannot  live  fast  enough ! 
For  a  swirl  of  rushing  air 
Catches  the  red  leaves  from  my  feet 
And  scatters  them  everywhere. 

I  cannot  live  fast  enough ! 

Look !  those  trees  were  green  and  are  bare 

And  over  the  cold  horizon  hills 

The  winter  sun-fires  glare. 

I  have  not  lived  fast  enough! 
I  must  hurry,  must  run,  must  dare, 
There  is  time  yet  for  a  red  leaf 
To  tangle  itself  in  my  hair ! 


[9] 


UNDER  AN  UMBRELLA 


Thick  drops  whispering  about  me 
Splutter  soft  and  plash  my  shelter, 
Foaming  at  my  feet  I  see 
Rushing  gutter  streams  which  skelter, 
Crystal  pools  reflecting  grass  blades, 
Splattered  into  wrinkling  motion, 
Shining  pavements  rainbow  shades, 
Phosphorescent  as  the  ocean. 

Thin  thoughts  whispering  about  me 
Splutter  soft  and  plash  my  shelter, 
Slushing  at  my  feet  I  see 
Shiny  rubbers,  shoes  that  pelter 
Spats  of  oozy  mud  on  me. 


[10] 


HANDS 


Cool  hands,  long  fingered, 

Like  pale  lilies  drifting  across  my  weary  eyes, 

With  petaled  water  bathing 

My  tired  throat  free  from  a  million  lies, 

I  have  known  you,  cool  hands. 

Strong  hands,  thick  wristed, 

Like  steel  wires  steadying  my  awkward  soul, 

Tightening  me  back  from  tottering 

To  stand  erect  and  firmly  whole, 

I  have  known  you,  strong  hands. 

Tense  hands  burning 

Like  red  coals  of  thin-shingled  pine  which  turn 
Quickly  to  ashes  blown  out  by  the  wind, 
My  cluttered  leaves  of  thinking  catch  and  burn 
Remembering  you,  tense  hands. 


[ii] 


